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And now, miraculously, here was the Archduke before
him, unguarded, unconcerned, the green feathers of his
hat not two yards away. Franz Ferdinand's time had
come : it was destiny : his car had taken a wrong turning :
his aide-de-camp was on the wrong side : the murderer
had a sitting target.

Princep fired, and saw that he had hit his mark, though
rather high.

Someone snatched at his hand, but he was able to fire
once again, at Potiorek this time, but as he did so a white
figure jumped up as if to shield the Archduke, and re-
ceived the bullet in her groin.

He was knocked down, swallowed his cyanide of
potassium, vomited it up again as he lay under trampling
feet.

" Back ! Back, you fool!" cried Potiorek to the be-
wildered chauffeur.

But no one yet knew the extent of the tragedy. At the
moment, Potiorek thought that this second attempt had
also failed, for the Archduke sat quite calmly, with the
Duchess beside him. Then the Duchess swayed down on
her knees. Had she fainted from excitement ?

" Sophie, Sophie darling,5' muttered the Archduke,
" don't die, for the sake of our children/*

Blood welled to his lips.

" Are you hurt, sir ? Are you in pain ? " asked Count
Harrach, bending over the victim he had been unable to
shield*

The reply came almost too low to hear : " It is noth-
ing ! ** Twice Franz Ferdinand repeated these words,
each time more faintly.